24                      ERECHTHEUS.

PRAXITIIEA.
Not well for me thou sayest, and ill for thee.

CHTHONIA.
Nay, for me well, if thou shalt live, not I.

PRAXITHEA.
How live, and lose these loving looks of thine ?

CHTHONIA.
It seems I too, thus praying, then, love thee not.

PRAXITHEA.
Lov'st thou not life ? what wouldst thou do to die ?

CHTHONIA.
Well, but not more than all things, love I life.

PRAXITHEA.
And fain wouldst keep it as thine age allows ?

CHTHONIA.
Fain would I live, and fain not fear to die.